Paintings of Tupolo in I Gesuati

devotee of this great painter, the loneliness of I Gesuatl and its
comparative inaccessibility must raise its lovely qualities into a
place apart In his achievement.

But, also, the altar painting has beauties of another kind that
have brought us here and made it contingent to our present
theme. \Ye would say, at once, that it is the finest of his easel
paintings. It is a beautiful and an exquisite thing. Sacred Love is
trembling on the edge, and has come down to earth. It is the end
of a world, for it is the last work of religion and dumb faith.
The long robes of the three Dominican nuns are painted as only
Tiepolo could paint them. That is to say, the hand that dealt
with snowy clouds and lovely bodies has given himself that free-
dom with their long straight folds. They are his models, the bodies
and faces of his predilection, clothed in these long robes that
reach the ground. It would be invidious to compare them to the
figurants in some superlative revue or ballet, who for the last
scene or finale, come on in long dresses that are not of the
theatre, which is in theory, to display or give accent to their
carnal beauty, but in the long evening dresses of mondanity of
another sphere, as if to show them to their admirers in the terms
of every day. Here, they are nuns. But the genius of this great
painter has descended to no frivolity or prettiness. The figures
are of the theatre in the same sense that the Masses of Haydn or
Mozart are of the theatre. And we only make use of that term
because these figures or inhabitants from out his frescoes live in a
sphere of their own, and their transference into an easel painting
still leaves them apart and unmistakable. They are as Gypsies or
circus folk compared with the ordinary population of the painted
canvas.

But the suggested analogy with music of Mozart and Haydn
requires more explanation. I believe that no one who looks at
this painting with understanding but will think that music is
missing in it. The nuns in the picture are ravished by sweet tones.
Perhaps, because he could not portray what should have been an
ecstasy of religious feeling, he has painted, instead, a trance of
music. cLe gout de la musique d'eglise y est tres gai et meme dan-
sant/ Their pale and bloodless faces betray their feeling. In the
masses of Mozart and Haydn there are these same foretastes of
heaven in terms of what is beautiful on earth. This is the Italian
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